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Were red hortc fleele to feare me to the braine, 

Annoyntcd let me ^th dca&Jy poyfon, 

And die, ere men cari fay,God'faue the Queene. 

Alas poorefoule,! enuie notthyoJory, 

To feede my humor, wifti thy ielfe nfflrae, 

Dut.Glo. No, when he that is my husband now, 

Came to roe as 1 followed Henries com fe, 

When fcarce the blood was well walfrt front his hands 
Which illbed from qilStothtr angel husband', 

And that dead faint, which then I weeping followed 
O, when I fay, I Iocltt on Richards face, 

This was my wifh,be thou quoth I accurft, 

For making mefo yong,fo old a widow. 

And when thou wedft,kt (arrow haunt thy bed, 

And be thy wife, if any be fo hadde 
As miferablc by the delft? omTeeJ’' 

As thou haft made me by my dearc Lords "death, 

Loe,euen I can repeate this curie againc, 

Euen in fo rnort a (pace, my womans heart 
Crofly gre w captiueto his hony words, 

And prou’d thefubicdls of my ownefoulcscurfe, 

Which cuer finccjiath kept my cyesfrom fteepe, 

For neuer yet, one houre in his bed, 

Haue I enioyed the golden deawoffteepe, 

But hauc bene waked by his timerous dreames, 

Befides, he hates mefor my father Warwicke, 

And will fliortly be rid of me. 

Alas poore foule, I pittiethy complaints. 

Dut.Glo. No more the from my foule I mourn e for yours. 
£lu. FarewcH,thou wofull welcomer of glorie. 

Dut.Glo. A due poore foule, thou takft thy leaueofit. 

Du Tor. Go thou toRichmod,&good fortune guide thee, 
Go thou to Richard, and good Angels guard thee, 

Go thou tofanduarie,good thoughts poftelfethee, 

I to my graue where -peace and reft Jie with me, 

Eightie olde y cares of forrow ha ue I feene, 

And each houresioy wrackt with a wcekeofteene. 


The 



of Richard the third# 

T he Trumpets found, Enter Richard crowned, Bucking- 
ham, Catesby,witb other Nobles, 

King. Stand all a part; Cofcn of Buckingham, 

Giuc me thy hand : Here he afeendeth his 

Thus high by thy aduice . ^ throne. 

And thy aftirtance is King Richard feated : 

But (hall we wearethefe honours for a day? 

Or fhall they !aft,and we reioycein them ! 

Buc. Stili line thcy,and for cuer may they laft. 

ICin.Ri. O Buckingham, now I do play the touch. 

To trie if thou be currant gold indeed : 

Yong Edward liues : thinfce now whafl would fay. 

Buc. Say on my grariousfoueraigne. 

King . Why Buckingham, I fay I would be King. 

Buc. Why fo you arc my thriccrenowmed liege. 

King. Ha : am I King ? tis fo,but Edward liues. 

Buc. True noble Prince. 

King. O bitter confcqucnce, 

That Edward ftili Ihould liuctrue noble PrinceL 
Cofcn,thouwertnotwontto befo dull : 

Shall I beplainc? Iwiflithebaftardsdcad, 

And I would haue itfuddenly performde. 

Whatfaift thoui fpeakefuddenly,bebricfc. 

Buc. YourGracemay doyourpleafure. 

King. Tut, tut, thou art all yce,thy kindnelTe freezeth. 
Say, hauc I thy confent that they fhall di^ 

Buc. Giue me fome breath, fomelit^paufe my Lord, 
Before I pofitiuely fpeake herein : agF' 

I will refolue your Grace i mmediatfj^' 

Cat. The King is angry, fee, he bites the lip. 

King. I will conuerfe with iron witted foolcs, 

And v'nrcfpctftiue boyes,none are for me 
That looke into me with con (ldcrate eyes: 

Boy, high reaching Buckingham growes circumfpeift. 

Boy.KotA. 

King* Know ft thou not any whom corrupting gold 
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